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Go SQUEAKERS! 


It was a very special evening. I left work at 
five on the dot and RACED home. | didn’t 
even stop to smell the cheese at the All U 
Can Eat Cheese Palace! It was the night 
of the Seéeg soccer game, and my favorite 
team was playing—the Cheddar Bay 
Kickers and Squweakers. 

Cheese niblets! Where are my manners? 





Go Squeakers* 


| almost forgot to introduce myself. My 
name is Stilton, fferonimo Shilton. \am the 
publisher of The Rodent’s Gazette, the 
most popular newspaper on Mouse Island. 
Anyway, where was I? Oh yes, I had 
just opened my front door when my phone 
rang. | glanced at the caller ID. It read 
KORNELIVS VON KICKPAWY. I've 
known Kornelius since elementary school. 
Back then, he loved to protect me from the 
school BULLLE§. And now he helps out 
mice all over the island. That's because he 
works as a real-life SECRET AGENT! His code 
name is @OK. Pretty impressive, | know. 
“Hello, Kornelius,” I said, picking up the 
phone. But the line went dead. Strange! I'd 
have to call my friend back after the game. 
The soccer game was about to START. | 
quickly changed into my sweat suit with the 
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Squeakers logo on it. Then I made myself 
a sandwich, cut a slice of cheese pie, and 
whipped up a Mozzarella milkshake. 
Finally, | shut off: 


©) - THE DOORBELL! 


iy 


The phone! Gp 


~MY CELL PHONE! 
| ~THE COMPUTER! 








Now m0thINS would disturb me. I switched 
on the television. 

I was so excited. Even though I'm not 
much of a sportsmouse, I love the Squeakers. 





They always play by the rules and they donate 
half of their ticket sales to charity. Plus, 
tonight the Squeakers were competing for 
the title of Mouse Island Champions! 
It was the most important game of the year! 

I settled into my favorite pawchair and 
turned up the volume. The two teams ran 
onto the field as music PLAYED. They lined 
up at center field and shook paws to show 
good sportsmouseship. 





There were just a few minutes left before 
the opening whistle. 

‘COME ON, SQUEAKERS!” 
I cheered. I was so excited, I accidentally 
twisted my tail up in a knot. Youch! 

While | was untwisting, I heard a terrible 
noise: 








KERBANG!!! 


I watched in HORROR as a giant steamroller 
blasted through my front door, crushing 
it to bits. Then it began to roll straight 
toward me! 

“HELPI> 1 squeaked. What was happening? 
Why was some mmadmouse trying to 
flatten me like a pancake? 

My fur stood on end. “P-p-please d-d-don’t 
HURT m-m-me!” I cried. 

Just then I heard a familiar snort. I stared 
hard at the mouse driving the steamroller. 
He had GRAY fur and a §COWL on his face. 
I should have known. It was my ¢f@2Y 
grandfather, WILLIAM SHORTPAWS. 

One thing you should know about my 
grandfather: He doesn't like to be kept 





waiting. Once we went toa FANCY 
restaurant and the service was terribly slow. 
Grandfather got so angry, he dumped a 
whole plate of creamy mashed potatoes over 
the waiter’s head. 

Now he stared at me with steely eyes. 

“Geronimo, I have been trying to reach 
you for the past /wenty minutes!” he 
shrieked, jumping off the steamroller, “I 
tried your phone, your F°AAX, and your 
CELL. I even TA@MQ your doorbell and 
(CREAME D in your window. How dare 
you not answer me!” 

I gulped. “I was t-t-t-trying t-t-t-to watch 
the soccer g-g-game,” | stammered. Did | 
mention I’m a tiny bit AF RALD of my 
grandfather? Well, okay, maybe I’m more 
than a tiny bit afraid—I'm a TOTAL 
scaredy-mouse! 


Grandfather rolled his eyes. “SOCCER?!” 
he scoffed. “How many times do I have to tell 
you, Grandson? GOLF is where it’s at!” 

Ever since my grandfather retired and left 
me in charge of The Rodent’s Gazette, he has 
dedicaled himself to golf. He gets CRANKY 
if he doesn't play every day, and he insists 
on winning every match. 

“Oh, before | forget, your friend Kornelius 
von Kickpaw called me. He’s trying to reach 
you,” Grandfather added. Then he grabbed 
mmy remote and dashed toward may 
television. 

KORNELIVS again? I'd have to get 
back to him. But first | had to #¥OP my 
grandfather. He had plopped himself down 
in my pawchair and was scarfing down 
my cheese pie like he hadn't eaten in days. 
I tried my best to remain C@EM until the 
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FIRST NAME: William 


LAST NAME: Shortpows 
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"Squeak before you 
swing!” “Keep your paws 
on the ground and your 
snout to the wind!” 

PERSONAL STORY: He started playing 
way back when he was still drinking cheese from o 
bottle. His perfectly precise swing is the talk of the 
town. He has won more than fifty matches, twenty 
of which were on the RGA (Rodent Golf Association) 
Tour. He even won the New Mouse City Open in 
2006. He is currently the president of the New 
Mouse City Golf Club. 





unthinkable happened. Grandfather changed 
the CHANNEL, 

“No!” T shrieked. “I'm watching the soccer 
game!” 

But Grandfather didn’t blink. A picture of 
a golf course appeared on the screen. 

“Listen, Geronimo, my TV is on the fritz, 
so I’m using yours,” he announced. “It’s the 
Furmax Masters Tournament, and 
there’s N© WAY I'm missing it. Case 
closed. End of story.” 

| chewed my whiskers to keep myself from 
screaming. 

How could this be HAPPENING? I just 
had to see the game! | grabbed the phone and 
began dialing my friends. Nobody answered. 
They were all watching the game! 

I tried the SQVCAK & CheW, the diner 


around the corner. They were closed. | 


thought about going to the office, but then 
I remembered Grandfather had SO@®D 
the office television. He said the cable bill 
was too BRPBISIys. I gnashed my 
teeth. | was going to miss the biggest game 
of the year, all because my grandfather was 
a CHEADSKATE! 

Then I had an idea. I could buy another 
television. | had always wanted one in my 
bedroom. I could fall asleep to my favorite 
reality show, Cheese Bess. With renewed 
hope, | called every last electronics 
store in town. But nobody answered. They 
were all watching the game! 

Meanwhile, Grandfather was happily 
munching away, eyes glued to his GOLF 
TOURNAMENT. “Use the nine iron, 
you furbrain!” he shouted, Shaking his 
paw at the TV. 





I took off my glasses so I could cry freely. | 
felt like the only rodent alive stuck watching 
a boring golf game instead of the most 
IMPORTANT soccer match in Mouse 
Island history. It was UN THINKER BLE! 
It was UNIMAGINABLE: it was 
UNSQUEARABLE: 

To make matters worse, the golf game 
didn’t end until midnight. 

By the time Grandfather left my house, I 
was EXHAUSTED 

I stared at the hole where my front door 
had once stood. Then I crawled into bed. 

I fell asleep and dreamed | was being 
attacked by a crazed woodpecker. | woke 
up to a messenger pigeon TAPPLNG at 
my window. He held a note from OOK. 
It read: 





“What kind of a nut wants to talk at two 
in the morning?” | grumbled. Then I went 
back to sleep. 


é. 


WHAT A GAME! 


The next day I got to my office SUPer- 
early. | was still feeling down about missing 
the game, so I had decided to drown my 
sorrows by working. It wasn’t easy. Everyone 
was talking about the CHAMPIONSHIP. 

“Can you believe the Squeakers won?” my 
assistant, Pinky Pick, asked. 

“What a game!” I heard in the kitchen. 

To cheer myself up, | threw a breakfast 
party for the staff. 

Oh, how | Lowe a good pastry in the 
morning! | had a sip from my cup of ket 
cheddar, bit into a Danish, and Srmiled. 
It was filled with wiiciy, creamy cheese 
and,..a rolled-up piece of paper? Killer 
cat claws! What was a piece of paper doing 


in my Danish? It was another Message 
from OOK. 





I reached for the phone, but just then my 
grandfather charged into my office like a 
TORNADO. 

“What’s with all this partying, Grandson? 
Everyone, get back to work! MOVE IT!” 
he bellowed. 

After the Staff had left my office, 
Grandfather clapped his paws. “Enough 
wasting time!” he cried. “I've got NEWS! 
In a few days, the most important GOLF 
TOURNAMENT on Mouse Island is 


taking place in Mouseport. The winner gets 


to take home the Supper Mouse Eup. It’s 
made of solid gold, with a GUAIN'T 
IDIALMIORN TD on top. T want you with 
me, Grandson. You'll be my CADDIE.” 

I groaned, Isn't the caddie the one who 
carries the HEAVY golf clubs? My paws 





*caddie: Someone wha carries golf equipment and acts as a 
technical consultant and strategist during a golf match. 


were sore just thinking about it. But of course, 
l agreed. I couldn't say @®@ to Grandfather. 
He'd throw a FUT. 

“Plus, I'll need you to keep your EYES 
peeled. Rumor has it one of the golfers is 
planning on CXEA TINE,” Grandfather 
continued. He headed for the door, then 
turned back. 

“Well, don’t just stand there!” he shouted. 
“Our plane leaves in exactly ONG HOUP!” 

I flew into a PAMIC, One hour? | guess 
I could forget about finishing my cheese 
Danish. Oh, how | hate rushing! 


No More THAN 
Two POUNDs! 


I ran home and CRAMMED my clothes into 
my suitcase. | was so rushed | forgot to call 
back OOK. 

Just then the phone T@MQ. It was 
Grandfather. 

“Make sure you pack light,” he squeaked. 
“And I mean really !{ght, Grandson. No more 

than two pounds. Now move it! 

Move it! Move it!” 
<= | repacked my stuff in a 
= smaller bag, making sure 
I put in only the essentials. 
Then | raced to the airport. 

Grandfather was nowhere in 






sight. 


Suddenly, | heard someone calling me. 
| looked around, but all I saw was a huge 
mowmtaim of luggage in the corner. 
Then a face popped out from behind it. 

“Over here, Grandson!” my grandfather 
called. 

1 was LIVID. So that was why Grandfather 
wanted me to pack 
light! He wanted me 
to CARRY all of his 
stuff! I dragged 
everything to the 


oO, Crp. 





check-in counter, 
where the ticket 
agent made us 
pay an expensive 
fee because the 
luggage weighed 
so much. 





My back screamed in PATN. Just then 
we heard an ANNOUNCEMENT over the 
loudsqueaker: 

“MR. VON KICKPAW IS WAITING FOR MR. 
STILTON AT BOARDING GATE Cie!” 

Cheese niblets! It was @ORE! | rushed 
to the boarding gate. Kornelius was hiding 
behind a newspaper. 

“| need to tell you something important. . ..” 
he whispered. 

But before he could continue, Grandfather 
dragged me away. 

“No time for chitchatting, Grandson. My 
FARES are waiting. WILLIAM SHORTPAWS, 
THE GOLF LEGEND, cannot miss the plane!” 
he squeaked. 

Grandfather pushed his way to the front of 
the boarding line. Two minutes later, we were 
in our seats. Grandfather took the window 


seat, which was fine with me. Did I mention 
I'm afraid of heights? After I checked my 
seat belt three times, we took off, 

I should have known it wouldn't be an easy 
flight. Grandfather drove me CRAZY: 

First he insisted I ask the flight attendant 

for a glass of water with ice cubes shaped like 
golf balls. @) Then he wanted boiling 
hot coffee in his lucky mug. (©) And then 
he wanted the sports page of the newspaper! 
Finally he ordered me to read a 
called The History of Golf for Dummies. “Vl 
QUIZ you after the flight,” he smirked. 

I felt a MASSIVE headache coming 
on. What a trip! 
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THE HISTORY OF GOLF 


HOW TO PLAY GOLF 
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GOLF COURSES 


THE RULES OF GOLF 





see 


WAKE UP! 


When we finally reached Mouseport, I was 
so TLRED that I collapsed on the hotel bed 
and instantly fell asleep. | dreamed | was 
basking in the SUM at a luxurious tropical 
resort. Ah, it was so RELAXING, so WIRY, 
and so... cold? 

| woke up to a blast of cold air in my snout. 
It was morning and my grandfather had flung 
open the window and was standing with his 
paws on his hips. 

“Wake up!” he shrieked. 

Oh, why does Grandfather have to be such 
a morning mouse? | MATE mornings! 

Grandfather insisted I order a tow of food 
from room service, When the food didn’t arrive 
within minutes, he made me call again. 


“Tell them it’s not just for any mouse. It’s 
for WILLIAM SHORTPAWS, THE GOLF LEGEND!” 
he yelled. 

When breakfast arrived, Grandfather 
made me call and complain. The coffee was 
not 0f enough, the juice was too tart, 
and the morning newspaper was 6rumpled. 
Plus, he was convinced the knife and fork 
were from two different sets of silverware, 

“Unacceptable!” Grandfather bellowed. 

I was so busy complaining | almost didn't 
notice the note taped to the newspaper. 

It read: 





I was about to call my friend, but 
Grandfather yanked the phone away. “No 
time!” he squeaked. “WILLIAM SHORTPAWS, 
THE GOLF LEGEND, cannot be /a@t@ to the 
GOLF COURSE!” 


We scampered downstairs and passed the 
front desk. That’s when | heard everyone 





whispering, “That’s him, Geronimo Stilton, 
the mouse who likes to complain about 
everything.” 

Those poor rodents on the golf course. | 
bet Grandfather would make me complain 
that the grass wasn’t “© | enough, the 
holes weren't DEEP enough, and the wind 
wasn't PP@Sh enough! 

| was so embarrassed | wanted to crawl 
into my mouse hole and never come 
out. But | couldn’t. Not with Grandfather 
by my side. 

“Get me a taxi, Grandson. And make 
sure you tell the driver to step on it!” he 
demanded, 


ayow move it] Move itt MOS oF 


Be 


No Tie For You! 


I hailed a cab and we took off. Grandfather 
complained the whole time. The seat belt 
was too TIGHT, the window was DIREY, 
and the ride was too BUMPY. 

When we reached the GOLF COURSE, 
Grandfather bounded out of the cab and 
yelled at me to grab his bags. “That was 
the WOrst ride ever!” he squeaked at the 
driver. “No FP for you!” Shed 

The driver fumed. Then he Ae . 
zoomed off, yelling, “I hope you -- sg 
play your WOrSt game ever!” oF 

We passed through the 
clubhouse, where the players get changed, 
then Grandfather led me to a back room, The 
first thing I noticed was all of the security 





equipment. There were VIDEO CAMERAS, 
infrared rays, and even MOTION SENSORS. The 
place was a rat burglar’s nightmare! I was 
about to ask Grandfather what the security 
was for when I spotted the reason. 

In the middle of the room stood a solid 
gold trophy that was bigger than the 
seae@agenBanesage block of cheddar 
they sell at Squeaky’s Wholesalers Club. At 
the top of the trophy was an unbelievably 
@I2NT DIARMGLMID. The engraving 
on the trophy read: “Ayer Meuse Epo of 
Meauseport Golf Tsurmament.” | was in 
awe. Super wasn't the word for it. This thing 
was SPECTACULAR! 

“The winners of the Mouseport Golf 
Tournament get to keep the cup for one year. 
Then they pass it on to the next winner,” 
Grandfather explained. 


“f, 
we ae a or AW 
ve 


The Super Mouse Cup, 


each year to the winner of the 


tournament. For the last 
ten year's, the t ‘ 


tion 
been held in Mouseport. 





The trophy looked like it weighed a 7900, 
Not even my friend Bruce Hyena could 
have lifted it, and he’s one STRONG mouse! 
I wondered how the winners got it home. 
Shipping it would cost a POM TUNE. And 
what if it was stolen on the way? 

I was still thinking about the Siyrer 
Mouse Bupa when two of Grandfather's 
friends showed up. They were Arnold 
Pawmer and Clyde Clubfur. Arnold and 
Clyde were playing as a TEAM. 





“Who are you playing with, William?” 
Arnold asked Grandfather, 
“I'm supposed to be playing 
with my old friend Wilson 
Whitebelly, but I don't 
understand why he’s not here 
yet,” Grandfather muttered, 
glancing at his WATCH. 
Just then, Grandfather’s cell 
phone RANG. He flipped open 
the phone, listened for a 
minute, then turned [4G 





as a slice of provolone. 
“WHAT?! You missed your flight?!!” 
he shrieked. “Now WH@© am | supposed to 
play with?” 

1 could hear Wilson apologizing, but 
Grandfather wasn’t listening. Instead he was 
staring at me with a FLERY look. One thing 


you should know about Grandfather —when 
he gets that look in his EYES, watch out! 

“Grandson!” he squeaked. “You will take 
Wilson's place!” 

I started to PROTEST. | hadn't played 
GOLF in years. But Grandfather didn't 
care. “As a Young mouseling you were 
great, Grandson. You could have been a 
champion if you hadn't wasted your time 
reading books and watching silly soccer 
games,” he squeaked. I tried to defend 
myself, but it was too late. Grandfather had 
made up his mind. Oh, how had I gotten 
myself into such a MESS? 


a? 


PsssstT! 


I left Grandfather and was headed for the 
clubhouse café when a paw stretched out 
from behind a column and tapped me on the 
shoulder. 


“PSSSSSSSSSSSS5T!”" 





I jumped so HIGH, my head made a dent in 
the ceiling. Well, okay, maybe not that high, 
but you get the picture. Then I realized the 
paw was attached to my friend OOK, the 
SECRET AGENT. 

“Geronimo, I have been trying to get ahold 
of you for twenty-four hours!” he hissed. 

After explaining all about my ANNOYING 
grandfather, | said, “What did you need to 
tell me?” 

My friend leaned in close. “I wanted to 
tell you to come to Mouseport, but lucky for 
me, you're already here! I’m on a SECRET 
MISSION for the government of Mouse 
Island. We have reason to believe one of the 
players is planning to steal the solid gold 
Sper Mouse Guy with the world-famouse 
GIO DIAMIGIID!” he squeaked. 


I was shocked. “And that’s not all of it,” 


OOK added. “The thief is planning on 
selling the diamond to CAT VIRATES!” 
I gasped. “How unsqueakable!” I cried. 
OOK nodded. “Exactly!” he agreed. 
“That's why I need your help. You MUST 
fill in for your grandfather's missing partner. 
That way, you can keep your eye on the 
players while I keep my eye on the Ayaer 
Meuse Sa. If anyone tries to steal it... 
BAM, we'll catch him immediately, My 
sister, Veronica, was going 
to help me, but she fell a 
off her hi$h heel§ and : 
twisted her ankle when she 2227"... a 
was working undercover.” 
OOK’s sister is a secret agent, too. Do you 
know her? She is one bee@utiful rodent. 
I tried explaining to Kornelius that I hadn't 
played GOLF in years. 
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clothes and accessories. 
She searched all of the 
stores in New Mouse 
City to find her pink- 
striped, one-of-a-kind 
designer golf bap, 





“I'll make a fool of myself,” I whined. 


“All | remember about GOLF is that 
the ball is se e@asene®.” 


Headlines flashed before my eyes: 


STITON STINKS UP SUPER MOUSE CUP TOURNAMENT 


Kornelius put his paw around me. “COME 
ON, Geronimo. I'm asking you in the name of 
friendship to do me this favor,” he pleaded. 

Of course, | had to agree. I never refuse 
a friend in need. Plus, there was one other 
reason | had to agree: My grandfather would 
KIL’ me if I didn't PLAY! 

Now I had only one problem. | was still 
wearing my suit, 


*In golf, the lowest score witts, 


“T'll leave some clothes in 
the changing room,” Kornelius 
said with a smirk. T wasn’t sure 
what the smirk meant, but 
there was MO Eime to figure 
it out. 

I ran back to Grandfather to tell him | 
would play. He grinned. Then he began 
barking orders. I had to register, get dressed, 
and take a golf lesson. 

“So you don’t make me look bad,” 
Grandfather explained. 





I hustled to the players’ changing room and 
found the clothes @OK had left for me. 

But they didn’t seem quite right. 

That’s when it hit me: The clothes belonged 
to OOK’s $jSfe?! 

First I put on Veronica von Kickpaw’s 
pullover sweater. It was so TIGHT 1 could 


hardly breathe. Then I wriggled into her 
tiny pants and too-small golf shoes. YOUCH! 
Finally I plopped her green cap with the 
little pink heart on my head and picked 
up her small golf bag. 

At that moment another player came into 
the changing room. He took one look at me 
and burst out laughing. I hadn't even hit 
the GOLF COURSE and | was already 


making a fool of myself! 


Sarige AE 
Sea's clothes: 


\' tere are Verom 
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A SUPER-JAM- 
PACKED LESSON 


I decided just to wear my own clothes. Then I 
rented some shoes and clubs and raced to the 
GOLF COURSE. Grandfather had hired 
me an instructor to give me a super-jam- 
packed lesson. A well-dressed mouse met 
me on the @REEM. “1 am Pendleton 
Putterat,” he said. “Are you ready for 
your super-jam-packed lesson?” 

Before | could even squeak, Pendleton 
shoved a golf club at me. 

“You have ten minutes to hit ONE HUNDRED 
BALLS. Go! Go! Go!” he shrieked. 

When | finished hitting all of the balls, my 
muscles were killing me. 

“Now you have ten minutes to do ONE 





HUNDRED SQUATS,” Pendleton told me. “Go! 
Go! Go!” 

When I finished all of those squats I could 
barely walk. 

“Now you have ten minutes to 
read this HUNDRED-PAGE BOOK about 
GOLF techniques,” Pendleton said as he 
handed me the book. “Go! Go! Go!” 

When | finished reading, my eyes were so 
bleary I could hardly see. 

Pendleton slapped me on the back. “Goop 
Luck! " he said with a smirk. “You're really 
going to NEGD it!” 

I stumbled off. The tournament was about 
to begin. 

At the first hole, | looked around for 
Grandfather. Suddenly, my fur turned the 


color of MWIOBBARELLA, 


Standing a whisker’s length in front of me 


was SALLY RATMOUSEN! Do you know Sally? 
She is the OBNOXIOUS publisher of The 
Daily Rat, The Rodent’s Gazette's biggest 
competitor. 

Then I realized Sally wasn't alone. Her 
grandmother? was standing next to her! 
She’s the one who founded The Daily Rat 
twenty years ago, when my grandfather 
started The Rodent’s Gazette. 

Just then my grandfather appeared. He 
stemped over to the Ratmousens and stuck 
out his paw. “May the best mouse win!” 
he announced. “But since | am WILLIAM 
SHORTPAWS, THE GOLF LEGEND,” he muttered 
under his breath, “I think it will be us.” 

Sally’s grandmother had thick glasses, a 
wart on her nose, and a snooty expression. 
“Well, 1 am Molly Ratmousen, Lady Legend 
of Golf, and | KNOW we will win!” she 
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for breaking the rules, except on the golf course, 
because that’s unethical! 
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BRIEF PERSONAL STORY: 
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over Mouse Island and has won hundreds of trophies. 
She has yet to win the Super Mouse Cup. 
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declared, glaring at us with icy blue eyes. 

I gulped. Molly Ratmousen reminded 
me a lot of her granddaughter: STRONG, 
tough, and SUPER CONFIDENT. In fact, I was 
actually feeling a little bit frightened by 
the old mouse. Still, | didn’t want to appear 
rude, so I stuck out my paw. After all, | am 


always a genilemause. 





“Pleased to see you, madam,” | began. “It 
will be a PLOEASURE playing with you —” 

But before I could finish, she ripped her 
paw from mine, smacking me in the snout 
with her enormous red raby ring. 
GMAGIE 

“Listen closely, FURIBRATN,” she 
commanded. “My granddaughter and | will 
win this tournament in the name of The 
Daily Rat! Now, hit the ball!” 

Meanwhile, Grandfather pulled me aside. 
“I’m counting on you, Grandson, so don’t 
mess this up. If you do, I’m taking back The 
Rodent’s Gazette!” he threatened. 

I felt another MASSIVE headache coming on. 


OH FOR THE LoVe oF CHEESE 


how had I gotten myself into this mess? 








HOLE #1 


Before I hit my ball, I held it up for everyone 
to see. This way, no one would CONFUSE 
my ball with the others. 
Molly stomped up to me, She ripped the 
ball from my paws and examined it closely. 
How Strange! 





. 92% 
he OM te Bed 


Finally, | hit the ball. Then Grandfather 
hit his ball and Sally hit hers. When it was 
Molly’s turn, she swung HARD. But instead 
of heading for the (§{93@81), the ball flew 
straight at me! It hit me in the head! 

BonKKkKkekKekeet“! 

I heard Sally’s grandmother §QUEAK, 





“Geronimo Stilton can’t continue the match! 
Team Rodent’s Gazette must forfeit!” 

Then I fainted. Grandfather sprang up. 
“We are NOT forfeiting!” he yelled. 
“Bring me some water!” A mouse from the 
clubhouse came MUWAVZAVG. Grandfather 
poured Freezing water over me. | woke up 
in a flash. My fur was §Q0AKED. My head 





had a Lurep. And my knees felt WEAK. 
“He’s fine!” Grandfather insisted. 
Molly giggled under her whiskers. How 
Strange! 





P 


HOLE #2 


At the second hole, my ball ended up in a 
giant tree. Rats! 

Did | mention I'm affaid of heights? 
HER WHISKERS. 


How strange! 


WOLLY GIGGLED UNDER 
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HOLE #3 


At the third hole, my ball ended up in the 
middle of a cactus patch. I had to play with 
a million THORNS pricking me in the fur. | 
felt like a walking pincushion. YOUCh! 

“Do it for The Rodent’s Gazette!” 
Grandfather ordered. 


WOLLY GIGGLED YNDER HER WHISKERS. 
How strange! 


I wondered 
why. Did she 
hate me that 
much? She 
sure was one 
very unusual 
mouse! 





y 


HOLE #4 


At the fourth hole, my ball ended up in a nest 
full of wasps. Wasps BUZZED all around 
me. When I hit the ball, they ATTACKED! 

Oh, how had I gotten myself into such 


a KORGG? 


WOLLY GIGGLED UNDER HER WHISKERS. 
How strange! 
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HOLE #5 


At the fifth hole, my ball ended up in 
something called a bunker. It’s a ditch filled 
with Sand. Every time I hit the ball, I dug 


a deeper hole. 


Soon I was covered up to my neck! 
WOLLY GIGGLED UNDER HER WHISKERS. 
How sfrang e! 
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HOLE #6 


At the sixth hole, my ball rolled off the golf 
course into a cow patty! When I swung... 


PLASWHw!!* 


“  _Gobs of cow patty hit me. I smelled like a 
* — sewer rat. Everyone A@/ away from me. 
« The only things sticking by me were the 


* © flies. 


WOLLY GIGGLED UNDER 
WER WHISKERS. 
How strange! sg, 





HOLE #7 


At the seventh hole, no one could take it 
anymore. The wind was blowing my STENCH 
in the other players’ direction. The Secretary 
of the golf association insisted that I wash 
off. Grandfather sprayed me down with a 
garden hose. 

I had never been so humiliated in my life: 
Well, except for that time I sang onstage 
in just my underwear. But that’s 





another story... . 


WOLLY GIGGLED UNDER 
WER WHISKERS. 


How strange! 


a 


HOLE #8 










At the eighth hole, 
my ball landed in 
another tree, but 

this time it hit a 
bird’s nest. The 
birds were not happy. 

One perched on my head 

and began tweeling. 
Oh, when would this 
NIGHTMARE end?! 


hh VIVULf 


Bae al 
low srrange 
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HOLE #9 


At the ninth hole, Molly did something 
Shocking. She offered me a delicious 
HOT CHEDDAR sandwich. | guess she 
felt guilly for laughing at me. 

I polished off the sandwich in no time 
flat. Seconds later my stomach began to 
g@urgte. Uh-oh! | made a mad dash for 
the bathroom. 





But when I tried to leave the bathroom, | 
discovered that the door was LOGHED. 

Someone had locked me in! It took TEN 
MINUTES to get me out of there. I was 
so @suaipasreasssect! 

The other players were fuming. “You 
should be ashamed of yourself, Grandson. A 
TRUE GOLFER vever keeps the other 
players waiting!” Grandfather scolded. | 
tried to explain, but he wouldn't listen. 

“No excuses, Grandson,” Grandfather 
barked. “Your behavior is UNSQUEAKABLE. 
Now get your fur in gear and hit that ball! 


Move it! Move it! Move it!” 
WOLLY GIGGLED UNDER HER WHiskERs. 
How strange! 
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HO_LeE #10 


At the tenth hole, I hit my ball into a 
shrub, and it took forever to find it. How 
embarrassing! 


WOLLY GIGGLED UNDER HER WHISKERS 


How strange! 








" 


HOLE #11 


At the eleventh hole, | hit my ball into the 
SAME shrub. What an odd coincidence! 


WOLLY GiggLED UNDER HER WHISKERS. 
&. 
ond 
wow ** 


Ow 
range! y 
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HOLE #12 


At the twelfth hole, my ball landed in the 
SaMeE shrub a third time! I couldn't believe 
my bad luck. 


WOLLY GIGGLED UNDER HER WHISKERS. 


e \ 
sit 


and® 
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HOLE #13 


At the really unlucky thirteenth hole, my 
ball landed in a muddy swamp. 

“Go in after it!” Grandfather insisted. 

When I climbed out, I looked like a 
SWAMP THING. A frog even mistook 
me for a lily pad. 
My snout was F@d 
with embarrassment 
again, but I was so 
covered in wud) 
that no one could 
S€E€ it! 


WOLLY GIGGLED UNDER 
WER WHISKERS. 
How sfrang e! 





HOLE #14 


At the fourteenth hole, | calculated our score. 
Despite everything, we were playing well. 
But when I told Grandfather, he slapped a 
paw over my mouth, “You'll J779% us!” he 
hissed. 

I didn’t want to do that, so I said, “Actually, 
we're playing TERRIBLY.” 

Grandfather looked ready to EXPLODE. 

“Don't say that, either!” he shrieked. 

I couldn't take it anymore. “So what CAN 
I say?” I asked. 

“Nothing!” Grandfather thundered. “Be 
as quiet as a mouse!” 


WOLLY GIGGLED UNDER HER WHISKERS 
How strange: 


f 


HOLE #15 


At the fifteenth hole, when I stuck my paw 
in the hole to get my ball, a snake popped 
out. “Ahhhh!” I yelled. 

Luckily, the snake was rubber. I looked 
around to see who might be playing a prank. 


WOLLY GiGgLED UNDER HER WHISKERS 
How strange! 





if 


HOLE #16 


At the sixteenth hole, my ball was about to 
reach the hole, but then it made a TURN! 
It was as if my ball had a mind of its own! 


WOLLY GiGgLED UNDER HER WHISKERS. 
How strange 





HOLE #17 


At the seventeenth hole, a bush 
started CALLING to me. I tried 
to ignore it, but it was very < 
persistent. Then I saw OOK. : 
waving from behind the bush. : 
Thank goodness | wasn’t going 
CUCKGG! 

OOK had some big news. “Molly 
Ratmousen is cheating! She's using a 
remote-control ball. Watch her carefully,” 
he whispered. 


9?9 








When it was Molly’s turn, her ball landed 
far away from the hole. So much for the 
“Lady Legend of Golf,” I thought. Then I 
noticed her FUMBLING with something 
in her pocket. Was she about to pull out 
another poisoned cheese sandwich? | 
backed away. No way was I going to fall 
for that trick again! Then | heard a loud 
buzzing sound. BUZZ! 

Slowly, the ball began rolling toward the 
hole. It turned Tight, then left, then 
ZA\GZAGGED its way straight into 
the hole. 

OOK was right. Molly Ratmousen was 
cheating! 


1 


Bzz! Bzzzz! 
BZZZZZZ! 


I wasn’t shocked about Molly. After all, she 
was the grandmother of SALLY RATMOUSEN, 
who was my number one enemy. Sally HATED 
to lose. Once I was named Publisher of the 
“Yeo and given an award onstage. Sally was 
so jealous she poured $lwe on my seat. When 
I stood up, my pants split WW7@E open! 

I was still thinking about Zlve when | 
heard @OEK shriek in triumph. OOK had 
wrestled Molly’s ball away from her and 
was holding it up to the fight. The ball 
seemed perfectly normal. But then | noticed 
something strange. It was vibrating. 
Plus, it was making a funny buzzing sound: 


B22! Bzzz! Broz! 


Next, @OK picked up my ball. “Just as 
I suspected!” he announced, At first I didn’t 
know what he was SGueaking about. 
What did he suspect? That my ball was 
perfectly fine and I was a lousy GOLFER? 
Then I heard it. CHEESE nibLets! 
My ball was BUZZING, too! But how? 

OOK turned to Grandma Ratmousen. 
“Madam, | need you to empty your pockets,” 
he said sternly. 

Molly threw a fit. “Get fost, sonny!” 
she SHRIEKED. “I'm trying to play golf 
here!” 

But Sally was curious. She insisted her 
grandmother do as she was told. 

Reluctantly, Grandma Ratmousen pulled 
two GRBGETS from her pocket. One 
had a ¢@@ button with the initials on 
it. The second had a blue button with the 


WAV LER Y O10) 
EIGIUIRIELO MULT 
MIGae RADMION wD 
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Timm BAN OME 
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initials IRR. We all knew exactly what those 
initials stood for: Gerenime Shilton and 
Molly Ratmousen. 

“Looks like someone's been controlling 
your ball, Geronimo,” OOK said. 

I have to admit, I was sort of happy. 
No, I wasn't happy that Molly had been 





cheating. | was just happy that | wasn’t such 
a terrible golfer! | mean, who hits their 
ball into a SWA/7P, up two TREES, into a 
CACTUS PATCH, into a sand bunker, and 
into a wasps Hest all in one game?! 

When everyone learned that Molly had 
been using remote controls, they were 
disgusted. 

“You should be ashamed of yourself!” 
Grandfather scolded. 


How COULD YOU? 


Even Sally looked completely floored. “But 
Grandmother, how could you do such a 
tertiple thing?” she squeaked. “I know I've 
done some FO¢¢EN things in my day, but 
never while I'm playing golf. The GOLF 
COURSE iis a special place. We always 
play by the RULEF here.” 

But Molly seemed unmoved. “Oh, shut 
your trap, you MiNCOMPOOP. I don’t give a 
rat’s whisker about golf. | came here to steal 
the Super Meuse Eup! ” she said. 

Sally’s jaw hit the ground. “But G-G- 
Grandmother . . .” she sputtered. 


Molly just rolled her EYES. Then she 


did something astounding. 


She pulled off her 


oben mask A; 
Si and stood Up straight. <- 
She removed her FAKE TEETH Kase 


*eetae® 


I gasped. The mouse wasn't Sally’s 
grandmother, it was U1 12 GIDL) 


Do you know who the Shadow is? She's the 
most famouse “VHF EF in New Mouse City! 


Es 
Sally 


-mousen's cousin 


The Shadow is the 
notorious thief in New 
is willing to do anyt 


rubber mas 
teeth, and 
Clothes. Underneath her 
disruises, she al 


iwayvs 


? 
all different 
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WHERE’S THE 
OLD LADY? 


Before we could do anything, the Shadow 
took off toward a cluster of PINE TREES near 
the seventeenth hole. 

Cheese nmiblets, she was fast! 

OOK and | tried to follow her, but 
before we could reach her, she jumped 
aboard a mini-h6licopt@r hidden between 
the trees. “Try to catch me, you fools!” she 
yelled as the helicopter LLFTED into the 
air. For some reason, | had a feeling the 
“fool” part was directed at me. 

HOW INSULTING! 

At that moment another thought hit 
me. If Ui: GILG had been 
pretending to be Molly Ratmousen, then 


where was Sally’s e-e¢88 grandmother? 

OOK seemed to have read my mind. 
“We need to find Sally’s grandmother. She 
could be in G@Nger,” he said. 

Then he added in a lower voice, “And 
remember, | need to talk to you later about 
something very, very SECRET.” 

I wondered what my friend wanted to talk 
about, but | didn’t have time to think about 
it. We took off in separate directions. 

“Grandma Ratmousen!” I called as | 
went. 

Suddenly, | heard someone ¢c@Llin§ my 
name. I nearly jumped out of my fur when 
OOK popped his head out from behind a tree 
trunk, “One last thing. When you get back 
to the game, don’t forget they are watching 
you,” he said MYSfQriouscy. 

Who were they and what did they want? 


















| wondered. 
I hurried toward 
the clubhouse, When I 
got there, I looked in all the 
(JMG corners: under the 
stairway, in the BASEMENT, in the 
BATHROOMS, and in the changing rooms. 
The whole time I was yelling: yo’ 
“GRANDMOTHER RATMOUSEN! GRE 
When I passed in front of the door 
to one of the broom closets, | heard a { 
strange muffled noise. Sure enough, | 
when I pushed open the door, there 
she was. Molly Ratmousen!: 
She was tied uo and gagged and 
looked very angry. 
When I removed the gag, 
Grandma Ratmousen began 


screaming at me. “Why didn’t you save me 
earlier? You left me stuck in a broom closet 
for hours! You don’t treat an OLD LADY this 
way! I had a very important match to win 
today. I was supposed to defeat William 
Shortpaws. Do you even know who I am? 
| am Molly Ratmousen, Lady Legend of 
Golf!” she shrieked. 

| put my paw on her shoulder to calm 
her down. 

“Everything's going to be okay now, Mrs. 
Ratmousen,” I said in my kindest voice. 
“Lam Geronimo Stilton and —” 

But she didn't let me finish. “Young mouse, 
did you say Geronimo Stilton?” she cried. 

I expected her to thank me for having 
saved her, so | repeated my name. “Yes, | am 
Stilton, Yerontme Shilton,” I said. 

“The famouse Stilton, the publisher 


of The Rodent’s Gazette?” she squeaked. 
“William Shortpaws’s grandson?” 

I nodded. 

Then she MIT me over the head with 
her purse! 

“Well then, take this, and this, and 
this!” she yelled. 
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HOLE #18 


I tried to explain to Molly that it wasn't 
my fault that she had been LOCKED in the 
closet. Meanwhile | headed toward the eigh- 
teenth hole. Even after everything that had 
happened, Grandfather and | were still in 
the middle of the TOURNAMENT. 

Luckily, when I reached the eighteenth 
hole, the judges were able to Galm the old 
mouse down. They explained everything to 
her, including the Shadow’s tPICK. Finally, 
Molly was squeaKless. Thank goodness! 
Her high-pitched squeaking was making 
my fur CU?! 

“What took you so lomg, Grandson?” 
Grandfather complained. “Everyone’s been 
waiting for you. | had to tell some jokes 


just to keep the crowd entertained,” 

I GROANED. Have you ever heard one of 
Grandfather's jokes? Let’s just say they're 
the OPPOSItE of funny. I looked around at 
the crowd. Wolfley clheese! | couldn't 
believe how many of my friends and family 
were there. I saw my sister, THEA; HeRcuLe 
Poikat, the famouse detective; my cousin 
TRAP, my nephew Benjamin; and the TV 
reporter Petunia Pretty Paws! | even 
spotted my cousin Dino Stilton, ~~ 
the great dMOSaur expert, \) 
who was just back from a long 
scientific expedition. 

Then I looked at the GREE M 
and turned pale. My ball wasn't 
anywhere near the hole. Right at 
that moment a voice called out, 









“You can do it, Geronimo!” 


| blushed. It was Petunia pretty 
Paws. I've had a crush on her for the longest 
time, but whenever I’m around her, I turn 
into a BUMBLING fool. I started to trip 
over my own tail when | felt Grandfather's 
STRONG paw on my shoulder. 

“Listen, Grandson, you've got to make 
this shot,” he said. “If you do, we'll win the 
TOURNAMENT.” 

My heart gp@eseseciees. “But my 
ball is so far from the hole,” I whined. 

Grandfather Stamped his paw. “No 
excuses!” he squeaked. “I want to win” 

With trembling paws | gripped the 
golf club, I took a peek at the crowd. There 
were my friends and family, Cheering 
me on, | couldn't let them down. 

I took my best swing. 


VinZ@! 








The ball 27P PED through the air. As 
it approached the hole, I felt like my heart 
would burst right out of my fur, Did I 
do it? I couldn't LOOK. 

Suddenly, everyone was screaming. 

“Way to go, Grandson!” Grandfather 
shrieked. “WE WOM!” 

Petunia Pretty Paws ran up to me. 
“I'm so f2r°o@uwed) of you, G!” she cried, 
kissing me on the cheek, | would have 
thanked her, but I couldn't. | had already 


FAINTED. 


& 


A SECRET SURPRISE 


After the game, there was a Special 
Celebration at the clubhouse. The 
president of the Rodent Golf Association 
presented us with the Ayer Mause Eiyo. | 
stared at the GUIAINT DIAMOND 
g libtering in the afternoon sun. It really 
was spectacular. I was glad I had been able 
to help Grandfather win it. 

As I was admiring the cup, @OR POKED 
his head out from behind a column. 

“PSST!” he whispered loudly. “Remember 
our meeting? COME ON!” 

“Now?” | asked. 

“Now,” Kornelius said SEPi@USLY. We 
SHERRED out into the hallway. 


“Why did we have to leave the party?” 





| asked Kornelius. “Do you have to be so 
MYVsftQrlous> 

My friend chuckled. “Better get used 
to it, Geronimo. I came to tell you that you 
passed the ‘TES'T!” he announced. 

I scratched my head. | hadn't signed up for 
any test. “I don’t know what you're talking 
about,” I said. 

But Kornelius kept babbling away. “They 
have observed you and have declared you 
fit,” he said. “Eangralulations, Geronimo!” 
Then he gave me a BONE-CRUSHING 
hug. 

“What are you talking about?” | 
squeaked. 

“Wake up and smell the CHECSE> 
Kornelius said. “The heads of the Mouse 
Island Secret Service Organization 
(MISSO) have been watching you. They want 


you to become a SECRET AGENT. 
Isn’t that fabumouse?” 

So now I'm a SECRET AGENT. 
Just call me OOG. So far I haven't had any 
cases like the GIAIN'T DIAMOND 
IROFRIGEIRW. But when I do, I'll be sure 
to fill you in, MOUSe’S honor! 


















DO YOU KNOW 
HOW TO PLAY GOLF? 


Now it's your turn: Can you play golf? 
Choose the best answer for each question, 
Mark your answers on a piece of paper. 
Then, turn this page upside down and see if 
you got the answers right. Good luck! 






er player is playing, you must: 





While anoth 
a) be silent so as not to disturb her. 


b) tickle her. 
¢) tell jokes to Keep her happy. 













How many holes can a golf 
course have? 






@) four or twenty holes 
b) nine or eighteen holes 
¢) seven or thirty-two holes 


D'S ‘g’h ‘D’€ ‘q’'Z ‘D'} ‘Suamsuy 


in the game of golf: 
a) Everyone is his own referee. 
b) There is an official referee. 


«) Everyone in the crowd watching acts as the referees 


In the game of golf: 


a) There are no rules. 
b) There are very specific rules. 
c) It doesn't matter if you don’t Know the rules, 


When and where was golf invented? 


a) in Scotland in the [sth century 
b) in France in the 20th century 
-c) in Italy in the !6th century 
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Supermouse! 
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= Base VON CACKLEFUR. 


» CHeronen w, have a lot of mouse 

friends, but none as ee as my friend 5 

CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She is an & 

enchanting and MYST@RIOUS mouse 

with a pet bat named Bitewing. 

( SES’ Ima real mouse, but 

even I think CREEPELLA and her family are 
fascinating. | can’t wait for 

you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 

fa-mouse-ly Funny and spectacularly 


er ~~ 
2. Geronimo Stitton @) 2 Se f 
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THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 








THE AMAZING. 


THE QUEST FOR 
PARADISE: VOYAGE: 
THE RETURN TO THE THE THIRD ADVENTURE 


IN THE KINGDOM 


KINGDOM OF FAN 
OF FANTASY a 
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Dear mouse friends, l 


‘Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 


It’ll be anothe isker-lickifggood 
adventure, ha Sa promise! 










Geronimo Stilton a 


Copyright 


No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval 
system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, 
mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without 
written permission from the copyright holder. For information 
regarding permission, please contact: Atlantyca S.p.A., Via 
Leopardi 8, 20123 Milan, Italy; e-mail foreignrights@atlantyca.it, 
www.atlantyca.com. 


eISBN 978-0-545-39359-1 


Copyright © 2008 by Edizioni Piemme S.p.A., Via Tiziano 32, 
20145 Milan, Italy. 


International Rights © Atlantyca S.p.A. 
English translation © 2011 by Atlantyca S.p.A. 


GERONIMO STILTON names, characters, and related indicia are 
copyright, trademark, and exclusive license of Atlantyca S.p.A. All 
rights reserved. The moral right of the author has been asserted. 


Based on an original idea by Elisabetta Dami. 
www.geronimostilton.com 


Published by Scholastic Inc., 557 Broadway, New York, NY 10012. 
SCHOLASTIC and associated logos are trademarks and/or 
registered trademarks of Scholastic Inc. 


Stilton is the name of a famous English cheese. It is a registered 
trademark of the Stilton Cheese Makers’ Association. For more 
information, go to www.stiltoncheese.com. 


Text by Geronimo Stilton 

Original title Il furto del diamante gigante 

Cover by Giuseppe Ferrario 

Illustrations by WASABI! Studio (design) and David Turotti (color) 
Graphics by Merenguita Gingermouse and Yuko Egusa 


Special thanks to Kathryn Cristaldi 
Translated by Julia Heim 
Interior design by Kay Petronio 


First printing, January 2011 


